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Y% Carat 
MK Solitaire 
Complete with 
Diamond 
Bine White $17.25 
Steel Blue 25.08 

Wesselton 
Blue . 41.50 


% Carat 
14K Solitaire 
Complete with 
Diamond 
Blue White $31.50 
Steel Blue §5.00 

Vessel ton 
Bine. 65.00 


Get the Facts—Diamond Book FREE 
1917 DeLuxe Edition. Yours for the asking. 


Tells you the expert's tests for quality and value—prepares you to 
buy with safety 
fashions in diamord jewelry. A diamond book, exclusively. Free 
‘Judge”’ on request. Write today—a postal will do. 


BARNARD & CO. 


to readers of * 


N. W. Cor. State & aeons CHICAGO 





explain my astonishingly low prices. I have cut the 
= for fine diamonds 35% by eliminating all middlemen 
vetween the diamond cutter and the consumer. Under our 
policy of “small profits—many sales’ you get the entire 
benefit of my direct importing. Get my Free book—the 
wonderful bargains it shows will add your name to the 
thousands we have satisfied. 


SEND NO MONEY! ' Sngpection 
INSPECTION 
Examine any diamond, any mounting in our vast stock, Free! We ship to 
your bank,or by any express at our expense! No obligation to buy or t 
pay any money! We invite comparison—we know that color, size and quality 


considered, we can show the same diamond for 35% less; or a far bigger 
better diamond for the same price! 


i Give the Only BANKABLE 


MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 


It will pay you to find out about our famous Money-Back Guarantee—the 
Only one that enables you to take your diamond to any bank in America and 
get the cash for it. It is also a legal certificate of carat weight, color and 
value; and allows exchange at full value at any time on demand! 


SPECIAL! 








nd essurance. Profusely illustrated, shows 1917 






Men’s Diamond Ring 
14K Solitaire 
PRICES COMPLETE 

\4 Carat, BlueW hite $20.00 

Sq Varat, Steel Blue $7.00 

Lo Carat, Blue White 44.75 

Lo Carat, Steel Blae 81.50 


All Sizes up to 10 Carat) 
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Desk Books for the Man Who Would Win in Business 

















Practical information, filed away in new, handy 
volumes, for the man or woman who requires 
simple, complete, dependable standards by which 
to test any doubtful words or phr_ses in a letter, 
advertisement, report, or other composition. 





well called * 








word to make your meaning absolutely clear—to give “ punch’ and “ power"’ to a letter, adver- 
tisement, speech, sermon, article, report or story Don't waste half of the power of your thoughts 
in weak expression By mail, $1.62 


These books will furnish you with the ammunition 
and the weap ons to hit the target of success square 


How to Deal with Human Nature in Business 


A practical up-to-the-minute book by Sherwin Cody on corre- 
spondence, advertising, and sales methods. It explains clearly 
and forcibly both the broad principles of successful business 
conduct and the hundreds of small practical essentials that one 
MUST KNOW in order to succ —s 

salesmanship, retailing, executive duties, publicity, and store, 
office and factory supervision, makes a study of various phases 
of business life and the qualities needed to cope with them, and 
bristles with suggestion, direction, and example based on the 
practical psychology of commercial effort. It has many valu- 
able illustrations, charts and diagrams It is the one book 
that it is imperative for you toown. Get it to-day and start 
- the road to bigger business Large 12mo, Cloth By mail, 

2a 


\ stimulating, encouraging word, written by a practical man of affairs, Kezth J. Thomas, who has 
achieved a high place in his chosen calling It points out, in a peculiarly gripping style, the way to 
develop will-power, mental concentration, and winning personality It gives practic al directions 
for acquiring the 
chances of making good in your profession. s2mo, Cloth. By mail, $1.87 


An extremely timely and practical work by T. D. MacGregor, at once an inspiration to the reader 
and a dependable Guide Book on the road to fortune. It points out the pitfalls to be avoided and 
gives practical and well-tested advice as to how to achieve fing ancial inde 

*The Twentieth Century Poor Richard.’ Large tr2mo, Cloth. By mail, $1.12. 


BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO., 1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


A Desk-Book of Errors in English 
By Frank H. Vizetelly, Litt.D., LL.D. 

It treats of the hundred and one questions that 

arise in daily speech and correspondence which are 

not touched on by the dictionaries. By mail, $.83 


: . ® 
English Grammar Simplified 
By James C. Fernald, L.H.D. 

An absolutely simple yet thoroughly practical book 
on a new plan that gives you the correct use of Eng 
lish words in English sentences Its statements can 
be grasped at once by a child or a person of limited 
education, and they make the dreaded corm plexities 
ot the language as clear as crystal. By maz, $.83 


Synonyms, Antonyms and Prepositions 
This is a new edition, just out, of Dr. Fernald’s fa- 
mous book, which enables you to select the exact 


in the center 


It covers letter-writing, 





Personal Power 
faculty of reading men and their motives, and will imme nsely increase your 
The Book of Thrift 


ependence. It has been 


Sent post paid on receipt of price 


























Vol. LXXII June 16, 1917 No. 1861 





I uttgt tai (ta " eo 44 MM LoL Le ae 


reo, 


Now Has the Largest Circulation of 
St - dg ge any Humorous Publication in America 
Cc Oo N T E N rT § 
Cover Design: Stymied - - - - - ORSON LOWELL 
Kicks (Full-page drawing) - - - - - PAUL FANG 
Editorials: Invoke Common Sens: Sixes and Sevens 
The Call of the Limbs - - - - Drawn by RUTTEN 
An Adventure in Golf Finance - - - ARTHUR CHAPMAN 
The Spring Drive - - - - - Drawn by KAUTZMAN 
A Song at the Nineteenth - - - A. WALTER UTTING 
The War Plants” - - - - - CAROLYN WELLS 
A Suggestion (Full-page drawing) - - - ORSON LOWELL 
The League Advancing - - - Drawn by LAURA FOSTER 
A Dyspeptic Imagination ~— - . - - GEORGE HIBBARD 
Wifey’s Idea (Full-page drawing) - - - - - FORBELL 
When Cupid Caddies - - - - DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
The Average Play as it is Costumed - Drawn by C. W. KAHLES 
Bobby’s Dream (Full-pag: Drawing) - - - R. B. FULLER 
How to Play Golf - - - - - DON HEROLD 


Parodies of the Fair Green: The Final Match F. GREGORY HARTSWICK 
Drawn by R. B. FULLER 


If Dreams Came True . . 


Ballade of the Enthusiastic Golfer - - CLINTON SCOLLARD 
The Knocker - - - - - - WALT MASON 
The Notion Counter - - - - DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
The Rear Guard - - : - - Drawn by TOUSEY 
Wild Iris - - - - : - CLINTON SCOLLARD 
Surreptitious Holidaying - - - - J. A. WALDRON 
In The Summer Landscape - - Drawn by CHARLES H. WRIGHT 
Clarissa - - - - - - - WITTER BYNNER 
Our Garden - - - - . - ALBERT E. HOYT 
Modern Woman - . - - - ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 
Suffrage Snapshot - - - - IDA HUSTED HARPER 
The Library - - - - - - TOD CHENEVIX 


Judge’s Artistic Alphabet 


Judge's Foreign Humor, With the College Wits, Stories with Smiles, Passing 
the Mustard, and Jest and Verse by His Honor’s Humorists 


Additional Drawings and Illustrations by C. Bertram Hartman, Zim, Tousey, 
Westmacott, Laura Foster, Hamilton Williams, C. W. Kahles, Walter de 
Maris, Flohri, Agnes Lee, and others 
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Drawn for Judge by the Chinese artist, Paul Fang 
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THE CALL OF THE LIMBS 
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Invoke Common Sense 

T IS truly regrettable that the plain people of America, those 
who think in the more sombre tones, have such a slim 
chance of getting very far with their ideas. The plain truth— 
the kind that will weigh more next month or next year than it 
does now—seems to lack wofully in popu- 
lar appeal. It has little news value. Un- 
less it is tricked out in some outrageous 
garb or twisted and bent this way and 
that, we look it over dismally and readily 
conclude that it surely can’t amount to 

much. 

But it is our sober thoughts that 
make us or break us. And our sober 
thinking will determine finally whether 
good or evil will come from the great task 
in which Old Glory now engaged. 
Ideas that flash and phrases that 
tickle the public tympanum 





1S 


will continue to usurp the front 
page, of course; but common sense is 
going to win the war—probably 


with the soft pedal on. Rancor and 
hate on the one hand, and platitudes 
and piffle on the other, will furnish 
all the fortissimo and all the tremolo 
that are needed. 

All those who wish to do their 
Uncle Sam a real and unrewardable 
service are warned to be on the look- 
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Sixes and Sevens 
AS for the plan of having the government fix the maximum 
and minimum prices, is there minimum enough to be 
worth fixing? Doesn’t the maximum seem to be holding its 
own without governmental aid? 
* 

Samson, who smote the Philistine with the jawbone of an 
ass, left no known progeny—but his weapon Gack the Congres- 
sional Record. 

# 

Congressman Kahn, of California, is an actor. Certain of 
his colleagues might feel more at home with him if he were a 
bad actor. 

& 

If there is a newspaperman concealed in the newly created 
‘Bureau of Foreign Intelligence,’ he will blue pencil the word 
“foreign” as tautological. Nobody has accused the bureau 
of native intelligence. 

5. 

The Prussians pray God for aid, 
take the credit to themselves when they 
and blame the Almighty for 
Philadelphia North 


succeet 1 , 
their failures 
American. 


Sometimes we wonder to whom 
some non-Prussians pray—if they 
ever pray—and whom they blame 
for their failures—if they ever think 
they fail. 

£ 


out for common sense and ungar- According to a cable dispatch 
nished truth. Everything else is “everybody in Russia is now per- 
sure of a reasonable welcome. But mitted to talk.”” Has the new régime 
sense and truth should be made in Russia gone and repealed the 
to feel at home for a_ while ancient and honorable estate of 
at least. Then they should be husbandhood? 
given a pass on to a friend 
indeed. And every once in a while Thank goodness, the cost of liv- 
they should be flung headlong ‘ ing can’t be boosted much higher— 
at the fool who knows them not. Opening the golf hostilities: The spring drive. not even by remedial legislation. 
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Footsore Rookie (on a practice march)—Oh Lor! Bill——! 
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“Wot is it?” . “They tell me 


it’s pretty near four thousand miles to Germ’ny!” 
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AVING AN EYE on a new 
H golf outfit, you blithely re- An Adventure 

solve to sell your old clubs, 
and foolishly imagine there will 
be no trouble in disposing of the 
things. Has not everybody in the 
Country club perchance cast a 
wishful and envious eye upon 
those same golf clubs for many 
seasons past? You will sell them, 
you mentally resolve, to the first 
bidder. You will thereupon apply 
the purchase price on those new 
clubs which have been haunting your 
dreams. 

Casually you mention the fact 
that your old clubs are on the market for a mere 
matter of $17, and you naturally expect Percy Houghton 
to jump up with a glad cry and close the deal then and there. 
Was it not Percy who only last week handled your mashie 
with loving, reverent hands and cast the eye of envy upon 
the rest of your outfit? But to your surprise, Percy from 
the shower bath only snorts when you mention what a 
grand opportunity is within his grasp. It is the snort of scorn 
unmistakable. Haughtily, you change the subject. If Percy 
is to get those clubs, he must come to you and beg for them. 
But Percy refuses te beg and you both leave the club house 
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By ARTHUR CHAPMAN : 
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with a feeling of coolness which 
was not there before the matter was 
broached. 

Next day you have practically 
the same experience with Harold 
Holworthy. Somewhat puzzled, you go over your outfit, 
piece by piece, You fail to discover anything wrong 
with it. Those bits of wood are the same as when they were 
the envy of the whole Country club. - Yet in three consecutive 
days you are turned down by three consecutive members and 
you feel that you are being looked upon as a man who is trying 
to engineer a suspicious deal. You lower the price to $15 and 
then to thirteen, and finaily to $10, with no takers. Eventually 
you buy the new clubs anyway, and grimly put the old ones 
away. Finally your wife reports that she has sold the battered 
outfit for $3 in trade to a gentleman whose business is mostly 
hunting leaks in wash boilers. Immediately you hit the ceiling 
in rightful rage. You point out that these well seasoned clubs 
were priceless. You rave about the large amount that would 
have been paid for the if you had the opportunity of putting 
them on sale in some distant city, as you had contemplated. 
Your wife is fittingly humbled and you leave the house filled 
with a virtuous feeling which is surely justifiable. But in your 
heart you know that your wife has secured more than you could 
ever have received for the outfit. 

Verily the difficulties of golf itself-are as nothing to the sale 
of the tools thereof! 


in Golf Finance 














“| thought Brown was going to enlist?” 
‘He was—but his wife left him!” 


A SONG AT THE NINETEENTH 
By A. WALTER UTTING 


F I have failed to make a score 
Worth boasting of, at least I tried; 


I drove ’em hard . . . you can’t do more 
When rust and aches impair your 
stride; 


Che course, you know, is mighty long, 
With bunkers every foot or two, 

But eagerly I struck ’em strong 
And started as the champeens do. 


If I have foozled at each swing, 
Bear this in mind: I set a mark, 
And setting marks is quite the thing, 
I’m here before tee-total dark; 
I rambled onward with a smile; 
Profane? Ah, that’s for other men! 
To reach each hole I walked a mile 
Che caddy says ’twas sometimes ten. 


If I have not succeeded quite, 
Say this for me: I traveled on; 
I’m lucky to be here to-night, 
I thought I would keep on ‘til dawn; 
I traveled on until my feet 
Can move no more; they're awful 
lame; 
But there is consolation sweet 
In this: I played a lasting game. 


Playing the Green 
Wife—O’Neill says that you play a 
bonnie game. Is that pro talk? 
Hubby—No—con talk. 


Of Two Evils 
“Wasn't it too bad that Mr. Hughes 
lost!” 
“Yes, but just suppose it had been a 
goli-club championship!”’ 


Afterthoughts 
“Where are most of the post mortems 
held in this town?”’ 
“In the locker room.” 


Golf Terms of Admiration 

The man who is never at a loss for the 
right thing to say was watching a golf 
contest. 

“Don’t you think that Miss Marie is a 
peach?”’ asked someone, indicating one 
of the fair spectators. 

“Yes,” said he, “the 
prettiest picture in the 
gallery.” 


Making His Mark 

She—Isn’t Mr. Dub’s 
playing a perfect poem! 

He—Yes—‘‘ The 
Man with a Hoe.” 


Table Golf 

“Ever heard of table 
golf?” 

“No. How do you 
play it?” 

“With dried peas and 
salt spoons on an eigh- 
teen-hole course of Swiss 
cheese.” 


Cutting Him Short 

Van Putter—There is 
one good thing about 
golf. 

De Growche—Well, 
I’m glad to know it, but 
I don’t care to hear 
what it is. 





The War Plants 
O SAVE my native land, I go 
Full-armed, to war against the foe. 
My powder gun, my trusty shot, 
And poison-gas, as like as not. 
I feel a deep, grim hatred toward 
The vicious, strong, invading horde, 
Knowing, that, though a lot I kill, 
There'll be -more reinforcements still. 
Each hill I charge! I storm each trench! 
The foe insidious I must quench. 
My time and skill I freely give 
That not a one of them may live. 
United, brothers, we must stand, 
Sworn to defend and save our land! 
Ah, yes, we also serve, who fight 
Potato Bug! Potato Blight! 
—Carolyn Wells. 


Shop Talk 
“Jones is always talking business at 
his golf club.” 
“Yes, he is always playing the long 
green.” 


Assessing It 
“Are you very angry with me?” he 
murmured. 
‘Not so very,” said the girl judiciously, 
“About two pounds of candy’s worth.” 


The Hens 
AYING when it’s hot, 
Stopping, when it’s cold 
Eggs in the storage house 
Nine months old.—Wm. S. Adkins. 


The son you taught to play—What handicap do you 
want me to give you, Dad ? 
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Your wife—That chap she’s marrying is such a calf that I really don’t care a fig 
about making any gift at all. 


You—I have it. They're to globe-trot at once: why not give her a copy of 
Stevenson's “ Travels with a Donkey ” > 








THE LEAGUE ADVANCING 


E WORE the largest emerald on 
H his finger, and the saddest ex- 
pression on his face that ever 

was seen on mortal man. In the great 
restaurant, the maitre d’hétel gave him 
an attention that could only have been 
won by a tip that would, in its amount, 
have gained respect from a Bank Presi- 
dent for anyone opening an account. He 
sat alone and sad-eyed at the table as 
relevés, entrées and entreméts were 
placed before him and removed untasted. 
Now and then he put his hand in his pocket 
and drew forth a piece of dog biscuit which he nibbled. At 
length, seeing that I watched him, he leaned forward and spoke. 

“T believe,”’ he said in a tone as melancholy as a piece of 
sable-bordered note-paper, “that you are also a stranger here. 
Will you do me the honor of dining with me?”’ 

Promptly I moved to a place opposite to him. 

“T see you are interested in my case,” he continued. “I am 
a lonely man. I am glad of the opportunity to tell my story. 
If you are a literary person, as I imagine from the luster of the 
seams of your coat and the frayed edge of your necktie, I might 
be of use to you—that is, if startling adventure, harrowing 
experience, dramatic contrast, and what I believe you call 
human interest are of use to you—all receiving a psychological 
significance from the unappeasable longing for the unattainable 
that will give it value for the more serious and thoughtful.” 

He paused to offer me a Timbale de 
Nouilles 4 la Purée de Gélinottes. 

“Exactly two years ago,” he contin- 
ued, “I was cast away upon a coral 
islet of the South Pacific Ocean. I was 
the only survivor of the condemned 
tramp steamship “Tantalus,” which no 
amount of paint would induce any in- 
surance company to accept as a risk. 
As I staggered out of the surf, I saw 
sand and a spring of water bubbling from 
beneath a large rock. I had managed 
to fasten to the life raft which brought 
me to the shore several tins of hardtack 
When I had dressed for dinner by re- 
moving my clothes to dry, I laid out 
the biscuits in a row. There were ex 
actly three hundred and sixty-five of 
them. I could possibly live on one a 
day and that meant a year of life. The 
island was in an out-of-the-way part of 
the sea. I could not know when I might 
be taken off. I determined to be ab- 
stemious. Then the struggle began. 
Sometimes in the desperation of hunger 
I would eat two crackers— consuming 


A Dyspeptic 


By GEORGH 
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AT A DOUBLE QUICK PACE 


* an extra day of existence at a gulp. I 
Imagination / began by degrees to weaken —at times 
HIRBARD i I became light-headed. I dreamed 
© dreams and beheld visions. Some men 
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have seen and longed for the eyes of 
houris and the lips of odalisques. What I saw was a piece of 
roast beef. Cételettes, not cocottes, were what I wanted. I 
grew more and more emaciated and famished. Finally one day 
a great event happened. I caught sight of a box which had been 
washed up by the waves. Its appearance was such that I was 
led immediately to conclude that it contained food, perhaps 
more biscuits;. possibly—rapturous thought—canned meat. 
In a frenzy I tore it open.” 

“Yes?” I said, even missing a mouthful in my eagerness to 
hear. 

“What it held—was cook-books.”” His voice had the sound 
of a passing bell heard across a lonely moor on a rainy evening. 
“‘Cook-books of all sizes and kinds from ‘ How to Live Happily 
with Five Cents for Dinner,’ to an edition de luxe of a monu- 
mental work, ‘A Guide to the Culinary Art in all its Branches, 
comprising the most recherché Systems of French, Italian, and 
German Cookery adapted for largest establishments, by 
Antonio Muscatelli, pupil of the celebrated Caréme.’ Without 
thinking I sat down and began to read. Immediately my 
torments were ten times worse. I came to such choice little bits 
as this: ‘Dress eight fine, fat quail; fill each with truffles; put 
into a stew-pan with half a pound of streaky bacon and cover 


Continued on second page following) 





Punishment for those who fail to remove their hats when the 


Star Spangled banner is played. 
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Wifey’s idea of the danger hubby incurs on his tour of special police duty. 
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Act 3 

















THE AVERAGE SEX PLAY AS IT 


A Dyspeptic Imagination 
(Continued from second preceding page) 
with thin layers of fat bacon.’ I think I 
must have momentarily lost conscious- 
ness. I de- 
termined to 
read no more, 
but the temp- 
tation was ir- 
resistible. I 
remember one 
particularly 
moving extract. 
The short lyric 
was entitled: ‘Braised Roll of Beef, 4 la 
Claremont.’ It began: ‘Procure’ — 
that is the light and airy way in which 
the author usually commenced—‘ Procure 
about eighteen pounds of sirloin of beef 
well covered with rich and delicate look- 
ing fat.’ However, I will not continue. 
Even now I cannot. I tell you that 
Muscatelli was a devil. He had with 
heartless completeness prepared a menu 
for each day of the year. I came on 
them on the 2oth of August. I found as 
his suggestion for dinner: ‘Soup, 4 la 
Bisque d’Ecrivisses; Fish, saumon ciselé 
Sauce Homard.’ This was followed by 
*Poulards 4 la Bellevue, Sauce Supréme,’ 
and “Canards 4 la Chantilly.’ Again I 
fainted. When I regained consciousness 
I saw the row of hardtack which had 

become greatly shortened.” 

“Sancho Panza had a picnic in com- 
parison,” I gobbled sympathetically. 

“When finally a sail hove in sight,” 
he proceeded, “I was far gone. During 
the voyage of the ship, which was re- 
turning directly to France, I lay between 
life and death. However, by the time I 
landed at Bordeaux I was better. I went 
directly to Paris. 





By the way, I forgot 


to mention that on the island I had found 
a buried pirate hoard with twenty or 
thirty diamonds and emeralds in it, which 
alone would have paid an old-fashioned 
national debt. When I arrived in Paris 
I made straight for the Café de Paris. 
They began to take my order. I re- 
peated as fast as I could the names of 
the dishes I had known only too well. 
After about five minutes they called in 
a stenographer. With the sensation all 
inside the place was in an uproar. That 
night and the following day sowas I. I 
saw a famous specialist. His first words 
were: ‘You have had an attack of acute 
indigestion which will make it necessary 
for you to live most simply for a year, at 
least. As you value your life, eat only 
dog biscuit and drink water.’ I have 
been obliged to follow his directions. I 
live hoping for a happier time. Among 
the things I ordered that night I omit- 
ted to mention Perdreaux 4 la Péri- 
gueux. That, I have never tasted.” A 
far-away look came into his eyes. ‘‘I] am 
sustained by the thought that the hour 
may arrive when I may have that felicity.” 


When Cupid Caddies 
HEN CUPID caddies 
Then look you, laddies, 
And look you, bonnie lass!— 
Although the claim is 
That golf the game is, 
Strange things may come to pass. 


While you are straying 
The game you’re playing 
Has many more ensnared: 
You play a two-some, 
As often do some, 
And then come homeward paired. 
Douglas Malloch. 


IS COSTUMED 


Entitled to the Special Rate 

Telephone bill collector—Of course, we 
do have a special rate, where the ‘phone 
call is for a particular person. 

Mr. Peck—Well, young man, that 
‘phone call was for my Henrietta—and 
if my Henrietta isn’t a particular person, 
they don’t make any. 


Partially Converted 


Jenks—How do you stand on the 
selective draft? 
Jinks—Well, I’m strong for their se- 


lecting some of my drafts, for the banks 
to honor. 


As a Man Is 
“Only the newspaper reporter knows 
the real character of our public men.” 
“Well, don’t overlook the caddie.” 





A 
Mary had a little lamb, 
Adainst fo doctor's wishos; 

And whether would or no, 
The lamb went to the fishes 
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getting a new repeating air-gun. 











MISS STUART CALL MY LAWYER 
| WANT HIM TO SEE MY WIFE 
I'M GOING TO TAKE GOLF 
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HOW TO PLAY GOLF 


By DON HEROLD 


AVING decided to give up your life to chronic golf, you 

must place your business in good hands, appoint an 

administrator for your estate, and then purchase your 
costume and your apparatus. 

Early in your career as a golfer, you must decide whether 
you are going to be a practical or fancy golfer. 

If you are going to be a practical golfer, you can wear any 
old clothes you happen to have and your outfit need consist 
only of a market basket in which to carry the ball from one 
hole to another. When you come to a hole, get down on your 
hands and knees and drop the ball into the hole just as if you 
were setting out begonia bulbs. 

If you wish to be a fancy,or philosophic and _histrionic 
golfer, you will need more elaborate paraphernalia. You must 
get knickers by Lady Duff Gordan, silver plated golf prongs, 
a lead-loaded, reinforced caddy-killer golf sack, and a retinue 
of caddies or “searchers.”” And if you want to go into the game 
for all it is worth, you must get also a periscope, a garden 
rake, a vacuum cleaner and a pet ferret. These are for lo- 
cating and recovering the ball when you bat it out of the 
diamonds. 

The game is played as follows: You first fix firmly in your 
mind the location of the bar. Keep this in your mind the 
whole afternoon, especially during periods of depression, as 
your final goal and destination. Remember, golf is a 
psychological game. Then—enter the golf lot. Prop the 
ball up off the earth six or eight inches with a double hand- 
ful of sand. Then—smack it on the nose with your driving 
pick, and immediately shut your eyes. Keep your eyes 
shut until the ball has had plenty of time to hide. 

Then—tell all of your caddies to go someplace and sit 
down behind a bush until you are ready for them again. 
Take your pet ferret out of its cage and gather up your 
clubs and start out on the golf hunt. 

Hunt the ball until half-past-six. 

Then return to the club house and take internal and ex- 
ternal shower baths. 

{Note: For the practical golfer (as in paragraph 3) 
there has just been placed on the market a golf-funnel 
or focuser. With this, the ball may be poured into the 
hole without any danger of its escaping into the adjacent 
underbrush. }- 


Our Languishing Literature 
European— Does America do anything to develop her 
young poets? 
American—No, our poets are borne, not made. 





PARODIES OF THE FAIR GREEN 


THE FINAL MATCH 
By F. GREGORY HARTSWICK 


: joan my clubs shall be laid aside for good, and my 
Earthly yolf shall cease, 

If I have played the Game aright I shall rest awhile in peace 

Till, when I hear the Trumpet sound on the Last Great Tourney- 
day 

With a bagful of comets on my back I shall hie me forth to play. 


With the Bowman stout for a Caddie-boy, my Comet-clubs to 
bear, 

And Andromeda to call “Good luck!” from her far-off golden 
chair 

I shall place one foot on Mercury, the other foot on Mars, 

And tee the Earth on Jupiter, and drive it through the stars! 


And large through Space I'll take my course, through infinite 
airy seas, 

With the Southern Cross as a guide-flag as I loft for the Plei- 
ades; 

I shall not fear, though the Milky Way run swift and white 
between 

I shall pitch a million miles or more where the Pole-Star marks 
the green. 


The Northern Lights shall cease their sport my final shot to 
view ; 

The Dipper’s bow] shall be the hole, and the putt run straight 
and true. 

And the Last Least Gods shall cheer my play, and the Less 
Gods grin delight, 

And the Great Gods welcome me One of Them, if I played the 
Game aright! 


Another Good Joke Gone Wrong 
Joe Krieter—I wonder if I couldn’t write some kind of a 
joke that they ought to intern the girl who always led the 
germans at dancing parties? There’s an idea that has possi- 
bilities. 
Mrs. Joe Krieter 


No, my dear. None of our dancers now- 


a-days would know what you meant by a “german.” 
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For the first time in his life Binks succeeds in picking 
a winning number at a lottery. 
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IF DREAMS CAME TRUE 


Ballade of the Enthusiastic Golfer Let Us Have Peace 


“‘T guess Harry doesn’t know whether tomarry Miss Milyun, 


B CLINTON SCOLLARD ‘ ° 
. who has such a horrible temper, or that lovable and domestic 


E, with the matutinal fowl, Miss Cooke, who hasn’t a cent.” 
H Uprises at dawn of the day; ‘4 good dame is rather to be desired than great riches.” 
His brow with an ominous scowl 
Is furrowed if heavens be gray; He Has One 
And yet he is out and away 4 Son—Where did the word “pipe,” meaning “cinch,” origin- 
Whatever the weather may seem; ate? 
Till dusk he’ll persistently play, Dad—In the plumbing business, of course. 


And then go on golfing in dream! 


He’s glum as a monk with a cowl A 


If haply his ball flies astray; - fe 4” 
He’ll utter a jubilant howl \, ‘ rade ~ 
When he sinks a long “‘butt” for a “tray”; Ned 2 — < in 


No doubt some might think he were “‘fey” 
Could they hark to his favorite theme; 

Till dusk he’ll persistently play, 
And then go on golfing in dream! 


He looks grave and wise as an owl 

When his clubs are laid out in array; 
Sometimes he will grumble and grow] 

If he falls in a pit by the way; 

From May round the year until May 
One thought is forever supreme,— 

Till dusk to persistently play, 
And then go on golfing in dream! 


Envoy 


Saint Andrew, your blessing we pray 
(For we hold you in highest esteem) 
On all who persistently play, 
And then go on golfing in dream! ANCIENT AND MODERN 
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MAN goes forth to take a ride, in his new shining 
car; he’s all swelled up with honest pride, and trouble 
seems afar. He thinks he has the finest boat that ever 

hit the pike. He says, “I'll get the neighbors’ goat, I will, so 
help me Mike.” 

He overtakes the village grouch, and to the grouch says he, 
“My car’s as downy as a couch, so take a ride with me.” 

A dead game sport would take his seat, and light a fresh 
eigar, and say, “By heck, it is a treat, to ride in such a car! 
Between this town and furthest Ind, there’s no such boat as 
this! You surely have the village skinned! What comfort, 
ease and bliss!”’ 

But dead game sports are seldom met on this revolving 
sphere; it always is the safest bet that pessimists are near. 
And so the man with shining boat gives Mr. Grouch a ride, 
who straightway strikes a doleful note, and punctures all his 
pride. 

“Why did you buy this kind of cart?” the grouchy one 
observes; “within a month ‘twill break your heart, it’s full of 
deadly curves. That type of valves will always break, the 
pistons do not fit, and when you have a pull to make, 
the engine’s sure to quit. The chassis isn’t worth a cent, 
the spark plugs will not fire’ you'll always find your rims 
are bent, when you would change a tire. A punker car 
was never seen since Adam tilled the soil; it is a hog for 
gasoline, and fairly eats up oil.”’ 

I wonder why so many guys find glee in talking thus, 
in bringing briny to the eyes of some poor human cuss? 

Alas, the girls, as well as boys, are guilty of this crime; 
it is the choicest of their joys to spoil a happy time. Let 
some fair dame appear in town with hat from Gay Paree, 
or with a flossy silken gown most wonderful to see. 
You'll notice all the females then indulge in ribald fling; 
and say things meaner than the men would ever dare to 


spring. 
In circuses and camps and courts the knockers 
swarm around. Alas, alas, that dead game sports so 


' 


seldom may be found 





Among those war economists who favor cutting out 
all the fourth of July fireworks, how many do you suppose 
are maie Americans ranging from 8 to 12 years old? 





THE NOTION COUNTER 
By DOUGLAS MALLOCH 

HE MAN who has just won a cup with a 109-30-79 knows 

what is the prettiest ornament in the drawing-room. 

The game of golf is like the game of life: the best players 
talk the least. 

When the dub plays, the band should render “The Wearin’ 
of the Green.” 

The wind covers a multitude of bad drives. 

We assume that Prof. Bunker, of the University of Michi- 
gan, is a relative of Col. Bogey. 

Most men avoid the water hazard at the nineteenth hole. 

A golf club cannot really call itself a golf club until its club- 
house has burned two or three times, 

Why is it that the knee pants are always worn by the 
gentlemen with parenthetical legs? 

Meanwhile the happy woodsman swings an ax and doesn’t 
have to pay any dues. 

When a man’s whole family belong to his club, his clubs 
belong to his whole family. 

Considering where it goes, the ball often must be wrongly 
addressed. 

When a man golfs with a pretty girl he makes many a 
mashie shot. 

The banquet guest of honor may say that it is the proudest 
moment of his life, but it isn’t; it was when he got on the 
green in 2. 

Golf speeds a couple’s marriage, and marriage speeds a 
couple’s golf. 

My idea of a man to golf is a man whose conversation is 
limited to ‘“‘your honor” and ‘Gotta match?” 


WILD IRIS 
By CLINTON SCOLLARD 


LUE of the skies and the bland June wind blowing 

Across the tangled meshes of the swamp; 
Blue of the skies and the wild iris showing 

Its lovely purple pomp! 
Such beauty o’er me and such beauty under, 

A radiant vision of such sapphire dyes, 
That I am Jost in dreams it is no wonder 

Of love, and my love’s eyes! 
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SURREPTITIOUS HOLIDAYING 


By J Bi. 





Ce dtl 
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‘6 OU’RE always enjoying life, while I. 
“There you go! I guess you get your share 
of enjoyment all right!” 
Mrs. Binger had courageously started some- 
thing. Binger’s tone put her on the defensive. 
She sniffed as women sniff before tears. 

“But can you deny you have a good time on the road?” 
Tears had come, and Mrs. Binger rubbed her nose until it was 
red and nullified a perfectly good job of powdering. When 
she was free of lachrymal suggestion she was good to look at. 

“Good time, eh? I should say so! Catching trains at all 
hours of the night, getting into hotels when service is asleep. 
chasing street cars with no cab in sight—great sport! You 
have an original idea of fun!” 

“But you never ask me to take a trip with you except in the 
summer, and even then you take a golf kit and are out of sight 
all the time!” 

“How in blazes could you travel with me, I’d like to know, 
and go through what I have to contend with?” 

“But you needn’t tell me you don’t have good times on the 
road, John Binger!’” Mrs. Binger had dried her eyes and 
recovered initiative. ‘“‘Last night, when Bill Burleigh and 
you were talking. 

“Bill is going to Chicago with me. We travel together a 


good deal.” 
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“Ves, I know. But what were you two whispering and 
laughing about?” 

‘“‘Can’t men who are business pals tell each other a funny 
story without exciting suspicion?” 

‘Fine stories they must be when you whisper them! And 
now you say you’re going to Chicago for two weeks on 
business. But I notice you’ve got your golf kit ready to take 
with you.” 

“‘Haven’t I told you the best way to sell goods is to play 
golf with men who buy?” 

“4 good excuse! And the only word I expect from you is 
now and then a wire saying you’re too busy to write!” 

“You know well enough why I don’t write. I dictated a 
nice, long, loving letter to you from St. Louis, and the 
moment I got home you asked me what the stenographer 
looked like!” 

“ And you told me she was a stunning blonde about nineteen 
years old!” 

“And a fool I was for being honest! You imagined I had 
asked her out to dinner and blown her to the theatre!” 

“Very well. I’m going somewhere also this time. I’m 
tired of staying alone.” 

“All right. But the golf stuff is amusing. Bridge is about 
your size. Atlantic City is a good place for you. I’m willing.” 
And Binger proved this by handing her three bills with yellow 








IN THE SUMMER LANDSCAPE 


backs taken from an inside pocket. ‘Trot along and have a 
good time. It’s the old treadmill for mine, as usual.” 

Mrs. Binger kissed Binger with an impulse a little strange 
to him. But yellow money, either in currency or coin, has a 
wonderful effect sometimes. 

Binger and Burleigh met at the Pennsylvania station an 
hour later. 

“You'll not forget to send a wire from Chicago now and then 
to Mrs. Binger in my name, old man? You know the usual 
forms. She'll be at Atlantic City. Address at the telegraph 
office.” 

“No. I want the favor returned once in a while. You 
know me, or ought to. If it isn’t a secret, where are you 
going?” ‘ 

“To Pinehurst, for a fortnight of golf. Good-by!”’ 

Pinehurst was in its glory. When that happy state 
ensues golf is on the bills of fare and in conversation and in 
dreams as well as on the links. Yet there are joys and 
sorrows unrelated to golf at Pinehurst as there are every- 
where else. 

There’s nothing that begets mutual confidence like golf. 
Binger got in with a bunch of enthusiasts who were calling one 
another by nicknames the third day out. One fellow, Mont- 
gomery Murrie, an expert at the ancient game and a teacher 
of it about New York, became very intimate with Binger, who 
confided to him that he was playing hookey. They exchanged 
experience as friends sometimes do, and finally entered the field 
of sentiment. 

“T shall not be able to play with you after to-morrow for a 
few days,” said Murrie. “I expect a lady here, and must give 
her some attention.” 

“Lucky dog!” was Binger’s response. 

“Rather. I met her in New York. She dances divinely, 
and is mentally lively. I promised her I would give her a few 
golf lessons here. She arrives on the first train in the morning.” 
Murrie handed Binger a dispatch signed “ Imogene.”’ 

“* Married?” 

“No. And I wonder why she isn’t.”’ 

Binger delayed going out on the links the next morning. 
Hanging about the hotel, he hoped to glimpse Imogene. “If 
she’s what he describes,”’ he thought, “I might make a play to 
cut him out.” Binger was a conscienceless person where 
the fair sex were concerned, and it is strange how mas- 
culine friendships melt into nothingness when a woman 
intervenes. 

He caught sight of Murrie coming with the fair one, who 
saw him at the same time. It was Mrs. Binger. 


CLARISSA 
By WITTER BYNNER 
ONDER’S a lady—I call her Clarissa 
Because of a charm that I cannot explain. 

She’s eating as though every tooth were a scissor 
And yet with an exquisite, silent disdain. 
O, for a moment to hold her and kiss her! 
Sure of the pleasure and free of the pain— 
Then to imagine at times that I miss her, 
But never to know her or see her again! 


Still in the Wrong Spot 
Oldbach—Does your wife give you much advice? 
Henpect—Yes, except when I ask for it. 


Nor Anywhere Near It 
Mrs. Jones—She wore a skirt made of the Stars and Stripes. 
Jones—Then I bet that the old flag never touched the ground. 





“Listen to him, captain! He'd make a corking army mule driver!” 
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The ploughman- -“ Fore!” 


OUR 


By ALBERT 


HEN [hie me to my villa, from my business, every night, 
W She says: “John, you’ve time to till a little while—now 
do it right!’’ 

For my wife has made a garden, where the green grass used to grow— 

Didn’t wait to ask my pardon—didn’t even lef me know. 

Isay: ‘“Wifie, dear, where’s Lizzie? Time our 
dinner to begin!” 

“Dear,” says she, “the cook is busy, till we get 
the garden in.” 

Then, I bark my shin—great Moses!—for a pail 
my path impedes. 

And her face her grief discloses, for—*‘ Look 
out! It’s full of seeds!” 

When I go unto the closet where my golf- 
sticks used to be, 

Not a sign of their deposit on the premises I see. 

I yell: ‘“Wifie, tell me quickly—where’s my golf-sticks, do you 
know?” 

And she giggles,—sort of sickly—‘‘Oh, I swapped ’em for a hoe!’ 

Yes, it’s “‘zardening”’ for dinner, and for breakfast it is “‘till’’— 

On the subway, I’m a sinner, ’tis the garden racket still. 

If I try to ask my neighbor, does he think the war we'll win? 

“Where,” says he, “can I get labor, my poor garden to begin?” 

In good old detective stories, and the movies of the day, 

Up to now, my boy just glories—Sherlock Holmes he hoes away! 

In the garden now I'l! find him—all bent double, poor old chap! 
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GARDEN 


E. HOYT 


With a garden rake behind him, clad in old last summer’s cap. 

Once, I used to catch him writing to a damsel of his age, 

Letters full of facts inviting—young romance on every page. 

That’s all over, now, I reckon. Grandad I shall never be! 

No ancestral honors beckon, all alluringly, to me! 

One square foot of soil he’s seeding—and I know just what it means, 

For last night I caught him reading “How to Make Good Raising 
Beans.” 

Yestermorn, I asked my daughter: “You to Bessie’s féte will go?” 

Laughing at me, then, I caught her: “ Why, how silly, daddy!” No! 

“First, you see, there is the seeding—after that, a while I'll rake. 

‘By and by I’ll do the weeding, which the whole day long will take.’ 

Brother Henry’s daughter’s baby is a wonder—so they say 

So I sort of felt that maybe I’d a bit of news today. 

In the garden patch I found her—my good wife, in very sooth!— 

And I shouted, to astound her: “‘ Baby Dick has cut a tooth!” 

But she hardly seemed to hear me, and she gave me not a hug. 

She said: ‘“ John, I greatly fear me there’s a new potato bug!”’ 

Yes—a garden wifie’s planted where our front lawn used to be. 

All my household gods have panted, all so agriculturally. 

And next autumn I am planning all the neighbors to invite 

When she’s finished with her canning—to a spread that’s something 
right. 

Champagne shall adorn the table, also self-raised beans 

I’m game!—and I’ll say: “Down both, if able—for they cost me 
just the same!” 


’ 











JUDGE’S ARTISTIC ALPHABET 
IS FOR sprightly 
L. FELLOWS, 
Whose thoroughbred 
drawings compel us 
To praise his precision 


And accurate vision— 





The verve of his clear 
LoFELLO x ‘S ° blues and yellows. 
IS FORCHESTER 
L. GARDE; 
To praise his fine work 
is not hard, 
But already his name 


Is coupled with fame, 





So he’s scarcely in need 


Custee | Gays 


of a bard. 


(> STANDS FOR 
both GORDON and 
GRANT 
Whose mind has a 
humorous slant. 
He draws grown-ups 
and children 
With a technique be- 
wilderin’ 
We'd fain emulate but we 
can’t! 





— 





The Library 


HERE is an idolatrous reverence for books that we never 
could understand. It made our schooldays wretched, 
though we did not share any of this idolatry ourselves. 
But it pervaded all the otherwise pleasant atmosphere of child- 
hood, and threw us into that state of mental confusion whith 
the really normal child is heir to—all on account of the 
discipline forced upon him. 
As children indeed we knew perfectly well that books were 


a poor substitute for brains. Had we not seen daily how the 


dullest boy inside the schoolroom would stimulate our ideas 
to the soaring limit outside those dreary walls? Had we not 


learned of him facts that no history or geography ever taught? 
How true it was that everything in nature and real life seemed 
to have no relation whatever to the printed stuff over which 
our eyesight worried! 

From that day to this it has seemed to us that too much 
fuss is made over libraries. Whether it is the private or the 
public free library, we have had no sympathy with that unc- 
tuous admiration handed out to us by our betters, an admira- 
tion that smacks of insincerity. For, how can the writers 
themselves of those tedious essays constructed on quotations 
from books, books that have been written by other compilers 
from other books, back, back to the time of Solomon—how can 
such writers endure the drudgery of this stupid labor, particu- 
larly when they know what stupid drudgery they are imposing 
on their readers, if there are to be any? 

There are few Abraham Lincolns to-day. We have li- 
braries instead. Perhaps they are less troublesome, since they 
occupy the time of a lot of less distinguished men and women. 
And it is refreshing to be reminded ot how little these same big 
libraries accomplish in comparison with the spelling-book and 
Bible out of which Lincoln got his superior learning. However, 
we cannot al] have character or sense, and perhaps libraries 
supply as good a substitute as anything else can. (Still, after 
you have driven a man to the library to read who is going to 
tiake him think?) 

Were it not for manifestly second-rate excuses for the exist- 
ence of libraries, we should be tempted to wish them away and 
out of sight. As it is, they appear to occupy more than their 
share of space, and were it not that recruiting flourishes on 
their front steps it would seem that the space should be re- 
claimed. In the circumstances, however, let us hope that all 
library founders will soon be placed in their true limelight before 
a patient world. —Tod Chenevix. 


NOTABLE VISITORS 
EXT week New York will have “in its midst”—and per- 
haps on various of its surfaces—the annual convention 
of the American Press Humorists, who meet from year to 
year here and there, as fancy dictates. 

And the Humorists always have a good time together, no 
matter where they meet, for they form the most democratic 
association known to the habit of foregathering. 

It happens, too, that those who are fortunate enough to be 
bidden to assemble with them at any of their functions find 
a momentary zest in life quite unexpected and inspiring. For 
while all of the Humorists entertain the public in print, there 
are those among them who excel all others of entertaining 
habit when they get on their feet and change from the written 
to the spoken word. . 

The American Press Humorists are of the salt of the earth, 
and blessed are any who can win the privilege to know them in- 
dividually or collectively His Honor, who knows a lot of them, 
and whose readers are of their admirers, welcomes them to 
New York, which will be the better for their brief presence. 
Again welcome! 


Censored 
“T see a lot of wineglasses on our table but the menu is 


mum on the subject.” 
“Cheer up, old man, the menu you have there is to be put 
into your pocket, where your wife will be sure to find it.” 





Our fathers rebelled against taxation without representation. 
What would they do if they were in our shoes and had to endure 
the representation, too? 
































Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


Something New in Thoughtfulness 
“| WOULD like,” said a prisoner 


awaiting execution, “to be di- 
vorced from my wife so that she 
may be free to marry again.” 

Cynical suffragists out for the male 
scalp are politely asked to note; to 
ponder; and to hesitate. 

To note, that even a man about to be 
executed for murder may display a fine 
touch of chivalry entitling him to hob- 
nob with Sir Galahad. 

To ponder long, as to the justice shown 
by them when they brand all men as one 
in the desire to trick and outwit women. 

To hesitate, when confronted with 
some especially irritating piece of mascu- 
line bluster and swagger, to make their 
erstwhile exclamation, ‘“‘Just like a 
man!” 

Heels for Women 
ALK behind any young couple 
wheeling the baby out on a fine 
Sunday afternoon. The utter unfairness 
with which the family burden is distrib- 
uted is plain from the most casual 
back view. 

What though he does push the baby 
carriage, bring up the coal, and earn the 
money that makes the family 
machinery go round? He 
does it supported on a solid 
foundation of at least nine 
square inches of heels. And 
she? It is to shiver for fear 
she will topple over on him 
then and there as she balances 
herself wandlike on _ high 
spindles set where heels ought 
to go. 

One day a salesman sat 
carefully explaining to a help- 
less female before him that 
the narrow toed, spindle 
heeled thing he was trying to 
put over on her was just the 


shoe that the doctors after 


long study had decided was 
the best thing for the human 
foot, when the worm turned, 


and looking at his comfortable broad 
heeled shoes she pertly asked, “‘Then 
why don’t you wear them yourself?” 
He merely blinked and turned to another 
possible victim. 

Votes for women! Pockets for women! 
Equal pay for women! Economic inde- 
pendence for women! Husbands for 
women! all very good 4n their way, but 
the greatest need of all is heels for 
women! 


Suffrage Snapshots 
By IDA HUSTED HARPER 


HE joke is on those tens of thou- 
sands of our young men who showed 
their particular kind of bravery by 

rushing into marriage to escape enlist- 

ment. Perhaps by this time they will be 

just as eager to rush into conscription and 

not feel that it sequires half the courage. 
# 

At Billy Sunday’s big meeting for 
mothers much surprise was expressed be- 
cause so few “hit the trail.” They 
hadn’t any need to. 

2 

A Bulletin of one of the big Life Insur- 
ance Companies says there are 10,000,000 
able-bodied bachelors in the United 
States and 9,000,000 spinsters. By the 
law of supply and demand one million 








“Has he won her affections yet?” 
“A trench here and a trench there at an awful sacrifice of iron men.” 


will have to remain bachelors, but it 
seems as if the other nine could be snared 
if the women would set the traps, yet 
that is just the trouble. 

* 


The Chicago marriage bureau broke 
all records in 1916 in the number of 
licenses issued. That was because Illinois 
women can vote. Or at least that would 
be the reason if it had shown the smallest 
number ever issued. 

£ 

There was a law in Canada that a man 
could not go to war without the consent 
of his mother or wife. It worked very 
well until there was a war and then it 
was repealed. 

& 

It was charged by the opponents that 
in the year after the enfranchisement of 
Nevada women the number in prison in- 
creased 100 per cent. Investigation 
proved thi. to be true. At the time the 
suffrage was granted there did not hap- 
pen to be any in jail and a year later one 
was sent there. Thus are the “antis” 
vindicated in their charges. 

* 

An Illinois legislator introduced a bill 
making it unlawful for any woman or girl 
to wear a dress cut out in the neck below 
a line extending from a certain point on 
each shoulder, and he wanted to be ap- 
pointed to draw the line. 

#2 

The opponents in their 
wrath are having a good deal 
to say about the way the 
suffragists have ‘‘wheedled” 
legislators into passing their 
bills during the past winter. 
Yes, there were those in the 
Oklahoma Legislature, for in- 
stance. The suffragists said 
they were not ready to have 
an amendment submitted, but 
the members told them to 
guess again, and put the bill 
through by a big majority. 
Now it’s up to the women to 
wheedle the voters, and here 
is where the “antis” ought 
to win the game with their 
strongest suit. 
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cleus |ietmerher, — 
The Two Giants 
Germany—I destroy! 
{ merica—I create! 
Land and Water (London). 





To Jettison All Cargo 
‘t ls noodzakelijk, Majesteit, ander 


Von Bethmann 
kost het je T 

Von Bethmann—(As caste-rule has gone 
by the board)—It’s necessary, your Majesty; 
otherwise it would cost your crown!—De 


Nieuwe Amsterdammer (Holland). 




















Unsolicited Advice 
Fond Mother—See that you don’t sleep 
in a damp bed; and George don’t you put 
on damp clothes! 
From the Signal Book Unkind Shipmate— And George, dear, 
Keep Away! see that you don’t drink out of a damp 
Bystander (London). glass!—Bvystander (London). 
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* THE HUMORS OF WAR ABROAD 


i 





The Submarine Campaign 
“So the devils besought . . .~ and, 
behold, the whole herd of swine ran violently 


down a steep place into the sea.’’—St. 


Matthew.—Svdney Bulletin. 




















Touching 

The girl—And can you manage on your 
Army pay, Phil? 

The ‘sub’—Hardly—but I do a bit of 
writing besides. 

The girl—What kind of writing? 

The ‘sub’—Oh—letters to the guv’nor!— 
London Opinion. 
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College Wits 


OO 


Good Reason—Preacher—How is it I 
haven't seen you at church? 
College Lad—I ain’t been.—Awgwan. 


Obviously—‘Who planned the ven- 
tilating system for the building?” 
“Some draftsman, I suppose.’’—Cornell 


WV idow. 


Few of Them Do—He—Are you fond 


of indoor sports? 
She—Yes, if they know when to go home. 


Princeton Tiger. 


How It Started—‘ What do you think 
of my husband’s friends?”’ 

“T don’t like to talk about other women, 
dear.” —Jack o’ Lantern. 





Remarks the doughty colonel, 
“Without a doubt, my jolonel 
Is a bloody diary, of actions fiary, 
{nd full of deeds knocktolonel.” 
Pelican. 


He Got the Ad.—‘I don’t need to ad- 
vertise,”” said the manufacturer of women’s 
hosiery, ‘My customers always advertise 
my goods.”’ 

“But,” argued the solicitor, “It doesn’t 
always rain! !’—Awgwan. 





The P.B.K. Man Writes a Football Song 


Smite the etiolated foe, 
As onagers smite a bartisan! 
Lay the crapulous rascals low, 
Team and partisan! 





March until you reach their goal, 
Give them ptomaine and paresis! 

Crying, ‘‘Skoal to Eli! Skoal!”’ 
Crush their thesis! 


Excavate their crumbling line! 
Turn their sanguine cheeks to yellows! 

Most upeptically combine! 
Fiercely, fellows! 


Purple Cow. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


& “Its purity has made it famous.” 
o0c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (Advt.) 
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Six-43 


Touring Car 


$1395 


Six-45 


Club Roadster 


$1485 
Six-66 


Touring and 
Club Roadster 


$1750 


Prices subject to 
advance without 
notice. 





This Club Roadster is true to its name. The 
charm of its European design distinguishes it from all 
other cars of any price. Its seats are just as comfort- 
able and inviting as those big chairs at the Club and 
are finished in real tan Spanish leather. The aisle be- 
tween the front seats allows easy entrance to the 
rear. The backs of the former are upholstered all 
the way down to the floor — in keeping with the 
refinements of a handsomely appointed club room. 


Moon cars have surplus power. Year after year 
they serve their owners silently and faithfully. Sur- 
prisingly low-priced, they combine a soundly con- 
stituted chassis with a distinctively comfortable and 
comely body. 


MOON 


A few Moon features 


Red Seal Continental motor—Delco starting, lighting and ignit- 
ing system—motor-driven tire pump—Rayfield carburetor— 
slanting windshield—complete chassis and body equipment. 





MOON MOTOR CAR CO. ST. LOUIS, U. S. A. 























1,000 ISLAND HOUSE 


Alexandria Bay, Jefferson County, New York 
In the Heart of the Thousand Islands 


are rarest, all the delights of modern civilization are added in the 


living facilities or such luxurious comfort—real HOME comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An amusement for 
every hour, or quiet, complete rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used in the House is Filtered. 


Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


O. G. STAPLES, Prop. 








In the most enchanting spot in all America, where nature’s charms 


1,000 Island House. No hotel of the Metropolis provides greater 


O. S. De WITT, Mgr. 








ASCADE 


PURE WHISKY 


Our New Address 


We have removed’ 
from Nashville, Tenn., 
and are now located 
permanently in 


Louisville, Ky. 


Though the location is 
different, Cascade remains 
as ever the same pure 
product mellow as 
moonlight. 


GEO. A. DICKEL & CoO 
Distillers 


Address 
all communications to 
827 W. Main Street 


MELLOW LOUISVILLE, KY. 


AS 
MOONLIGHT 


\If you can draw a little and 
‘want to draw more, you have 
an opportunity to learn at small 
expense to yourself. 


EUGENE ZIMMER- 
MAN has an established 
reputation as a cCar- 
toonist. 


FN ee La ey 





He has put some of the 
tricks of his trade into 


a book, 


“CARTOONS and | 
CARICATURES” | 





bound neatly in 34 mo- 
rocco, which will be sent 
= to you prepaid on receipt of $1.00. 


| ZIM BOOK 
6-19 Brunswick Building, 225 Fifth Ave. New York City 
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A Poet’s Love Letter 


HEY pay me fifty cents a line for this 
(Though sometimes it is only ten or twenty), 
But I would write a thousand for a kiss, 
And think that that was compensation plenty. 


A poet always loves to love in rime; 
To woo in prose is always too prosaic. 
And so I’m very glad to take the time 
To tell the story ancient and archaic. 


It needs a rime to give you proper praise, 

To sing of eyes that shine beneath a bonnet. 
One glance from eyes so lovely amply pays 

For all the labor of a song or sonnet. 


What better effort of the poet’s art, 

What inspiration than yourself is better? 
And so I gladly bare the poet’s heart 

And send to you in rime a poet’s letter. 


Thus Shakespeare wrote to Mistress Hathaway, 
Thus Bobby Burns and Byron loved a lady, 
Thus put in rime the things they had to say 
And for one charmer or another made a 


Refrain or triolet or villanelle, 
And never thought of other compensation 
Than that their lady love should love it well 
And of her love give lovely demonstration. 


And yet I hope that you appreciate 

How Shakespeare, Byron, Burns and I, in writing, 
Were spending rimes to waste we really hate, 

When lines like this to lady loves inditing. 


A dictionary is our pocketbook, 
Our only source of wealth is our thesaurus; 
We have to make a quatrain pay the cook, 
And often buy a capon with a chorus. 


We often send a lady love a line 

For which some fifty cents we might be getting; 
(I often get as much as that for mine, 

In spite of editorial regretting.) 


Some twenty dollars this one figures up, 

And, if I write some more, some thirty, forty, 
Enough a month or more to let me sup; 

It’s really quite expensive work to court a 


Fair lady with examples of our skill 

I fear, my love, you never thought about it— 
When every couplet means a dollar bill, 

When we can’t well afford to go without it. 


I guess I shall not send the letter, Miss. 
I love you, but some other way I'll tell it. 
They pay me fifty cents a line for this 
And so I think instead I better sell it. 
Douglas Malloch. 





One Only 
A DISTINGUISHED philanthropist, traveling through the South, be- 
came interested in the case of a cheerful-hearted old colored woman, 
who, it was claimed, had been the adopted mother of twenty-five children. 
“Aunt Nancy,” questioned the philanthropist, ‘has any of your 
adopted children ever done anything for you?”’ 
Aunt Nancy considered: “Naw, suh,” she replied, “none ’ceptin’ « 
one what shot me.” 


A Poor Shot 
Urbanite—Does this tree produce a lot of peaches? 
Farmer—Nary a one. 
Urbanite—Well, what’s the idea of keeping it? 
Farmer—Because I get a great many bushels of pears from it. 


Think What You Say 


“Don’t you believe a person should say what she thinks?” 
“Yes, but not all of it.” 
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Dassing the Mustard 


Rebuked—‘‘A loaf of bread—a jug of 
wine,” began the young man who quotes 
poetry. 
‘Are you aware,” interrupted Miss Cay- 
enne, “that bread is becoming more expen- 
sive every day and that this is a prohibition 
community, anyhow?”—St. Louis Globe. 


His Guess—‘“‘ Has your wife started her 
spring housec leaning?”’ 

“I guess | so. The hired girl quit yester 
lav.” —Detroit Free Press. 


How It Happened —‘‘How did Jones 
happen to fall downstairs?” 

“Why, his wife said, ‘Now, Henry, be 
careful,’ and, as he is not the man to be dic- 
tated to by any woman, down he went.” 


Boston Transcript. 
The Way to the Fairies 


I know, I know where the fairies go, 
For I saw them just tonight 

Dancing away through the shadows gray 
Down into the garden bright. 


[ heard, I heard each nesting bird 
Murmur as they went by, 
\nd the voice of the breeze, when it told the 
trees 
To bow, as their train drew nigh. 


They passed, they passed And the shadow cast 
On the path grew dark and chill 

I've lost the way, and I cannot stay, 
For I'm hunting the fairies still! 


t I'll wait, Vil wait at our garden gate, 
Where thev vanished in shadows gray! 

For I’m sure I know where the fairies go 
[have only forgot the way! 


Vary Dickerson Donahey in Cartoons Maga 


Evidently—A Kentucky novel speaks of 
swallows nesting in the rye. Evidently not a 
native writer, or he or she would have known 
that in Kentucky it is precisely the reverse— 
the rye nests in the swallows.—Richmond 
News-Leader. 


Wanted a Larger Dose—‘Read the 
directions on the bottle, Mandy.” 

“It sez: ‘For adults, one teaspoon 

‘Thunder! That ain’t what ails me—what 
else does it say?””—Boston Transcript. 


Another Game 
\t playing cards I feel compelled 
To Say I’y e earned no glory. 
But oh, the lovely hands I’ve held 
In a conservatory. 
Kansas City Journal. 


The Difficulty—* Going to plant pota- 
toes in your garden this year?” 

“I thought I would, but when I looked up 
the way to do it I found that potatoes have 
to be ~ inted in hills, and our yard is per- 
fectly flat.”.—Balfimore American. 


What She Wanted to Know —Sir 
Frederick Kenyon, the Director of the Brit- 
ish Museum, has had funny experiences with 
Visitors there. 

Once he was showing a distinguished lady 
Priceless treasures of which he is the cus- 
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To the Stranger eS Re 
Within Our Gates - 


Seeing New York is doubly attractive if your nights are cool and restful. 

Over one hundred places on Long Island welcome you, within easy access of the theatrical, 
business and social centers of New York City. In fact, one may spend every night at the sea- 
shore, and be as close to business as though living uptown, New York. 


RENT A COTTAGE NOW AND SPEND THE SUMMER AT THE SEASHORE 


"ieee For book of pictures and description of resorts, send ten 
L.L.RRoo:* cents postage to the General Passenger Agent, Long 


Island R. R., Pennsylvania Station, New York City 




















AValuable First Aid 


Right away Nurse hustles along 
an invigorating toddy, and if its 


Old Overholt: Rye 
**Same for 107 Years’’ 
She knows that this straight 
Pennsylvania Rye is stimulating 
and its effect immediate. 
Old Overholt he ot is bottled in bond 
and is used in best hospitals. 


























A Thirst Goes 
With Every Sport 


Be prepared to satisfy it in the happiest way 
by taking along a supply of 










I keeps one alive to all the thrills and rap- 
I tures of an outing and provides a pleasure 
that is a revelation to the uninitiated 
Makes happy outing days a grand reality 
with accrued benefit. 
Any dealer anywhere 


C. H. Evans & Sons, Hudson, N. Y. 


PARKER’S 
HAIR BALSAM 


A toilet preparation of merit. 
Helps to eradicate dandruff. 








For Restoring Color and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair. 


50c. and $1.00 at drugyists. 





HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 
PAPER WAREHOUSE 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouses 


30 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street, Newark, N.J 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 


“MADE AT KEY WEST | 
aa ON CREDIT 








er 2,000 illustrations of —— 
1S ae seme Select tany tisend 





wot cx our “apenes. 
OFTIS Dept. A ‘78 ° ioe NM. State St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth Write for “‘Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Baad & Co. 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 














todian, but for a long time nothing seemed 
to interest her. Suddenly he noticed a 
change. Her face lighted up and she leaned 
forward. 

“What is it, madam?” asked Sir Frede- 
rick, gratified at this tardy sign of awaken- 
ing appreciation. ‘Pray do not hesitate to 
ask if there is anything you would like to 
know.” 

“So good of you!”’ chirruped the lady. “I 
wish you would tell me what brand of black- 
lead you use on those iron ventilators that 
are let into the floor. We have the same 
sort of things at my house, but my maids 
never get them to shine half so brilliantly.”-— 
Tit-Bits. 


Waste of Energy—Clarence announced 
his coming by a series of howls. “Oh, my 
finger, my finger!” he said. 

‘Poor little finger!’ mother cooed. 
did you hurt it?” 

“With the hammer.” 

“When?” 

“A long time ago,”’ Clarence sobbed. 

“But I didn’t hear you cry.” 

“I didn’t cry then; I thought you 
were out,” said Clarence. — Philadelphia 
Ledger. 


‘How 


Cause and Effect 
the earache.” 

“It serves him right,’ answered the 
small boy’s sister. ‘‘ Teacher has told him 
time and again he ought not to play the 
piano by ear.’ —W ashington Star. 


What He Gained—‘What did you 
gain in your deal with Smith?” 

‘**An unbounded respect for Smith’s busi- 
ness ability.”—New York Tribune. 


‘Your brother has 


To Confirm It—‘‘He said I was an 
addlepated jackass. What would you ad- 
vise me to do about it?” 

“See a good veterinary.” 
script. 


Boston Tran- 


Fine Fellows 
A man we like 

Is Adolph Wenn; 
He lost our quart 

Er fountain pen. 


Macon Telegraph. 


A man we like 
Is Sammy Barr; 

He swiped and smoked 
Our cheap cigar. 


Columbus Enquirer-Sun. 


A man we like 
Is William Barrots; 
He ate our share 
Of new spring carrots. 
Savannah Press. 


A man we like 
Is William Grubbs; 
He takes away 
Our pencil stubs. 
Birmingham 


Age-Herald. 
A man we like 

Is Joseph Dokes; 
He never bores 

Us with old jokes. 

Youngstown Telegram. 

A man we like 

Is Geoffrey Mitre; 
He smashed our ob- 

Solete typewriter. 
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Of Course You Wil] 


LOOK FOR NEXT WEEK’S 


JUDGE 


IT WILL HAVE A FEMININELY. 
PIRATICAL COVER ENTITLED 


CAPTAIN KIDD’S 
TREASURE 


by JAMES MONTGOMERY FLAGG 


Other amusing illustrations by 
ORSON LOWELL . 
CHARLES SARKA 
JOHN GRUELLE 
FRANK A. MILLER 
ZIM 


AUG. HENKEL 
C. BARNES 
WALTER de MARIS 
WESTMACOTT 
A. R. BURRELL 
R. B. FULLER 
C. W. ANDERSON 


JAMES E. LeSUEUR 
HELD 


CALVERT SMITH 
LANG CAMPBELL 
FLOHRI 


TOUSEY 
J. CONACHER 
BARKSDALE ROGERS and others 


The Text is to be His Honor’s lively 
contributors, including 
WALT MASON 
DOUGLAS MALLOCH 
OSCAR H. ROESNER 
STUART W. KNIGHT 
GEORGE BINGHAM 
MAX MERRYMAN 
BENJAMIN de CASSERES 
TOD CHENEVIX 
CLINTON SCOLLARD 
MINNA IRVING 
LAWTON MACKALL 


and other well-known humorists 
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Stories with Smiles 
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An Easy Diagnosis—There was a long 
line of waiting patients when he entered 
the doctor’s office, but he didn’t seem to 
care for that. And his nonchalance was 
soon justified, for the assistant came out, 
looked the patients over, and said to this 
tardy arrival: ‘“‘You are next.” It was 
his air of prosperity that got him this favor, 
for he had never been there before. 

In the office the physician greeted him 
cordially, too. He examined him gently, 
deftly, briefly. Then he said: 

“Ah! Dyspepsia.” 


“T know it,” said the patient, languidly. 
“Ves, of course, you would know it. 
Now, how long have you suffered from 


“Well, 
in 1912.” 

That fixed the date, 
able to go ahead with the case. 
Plain Dealer. 


let’s see. I inherited my money 


and the doctor was 
Cleveland 


Who Won?—Dutch Daly, an enter- 
tainer, once well known in this country, 
but now a favorite in England, tells this 


story: 

A certain 
well, inquired of 
consult, and was 
eminent specialist. 

“Is he very expensive?” 
tient. 

“H’m, no; he'll charge you $5 
first visit, and $2.50 afterward.”’ 

So the invalid went off to the doctor in 
question, and upon being admitted to the 
consulting-room slammed down $2.50, ac- 
companed by the remark: 

“Well, doctor, here we are again!” 

The doctor calmly picked up the money, 
opened his desk, placed it therein, and 
locked the drawer. 

The patient waited events. 

“Well, aren’t you going to examine me?” 
he said at length. 

“No,” said the 
need to do it again. 
the same medicine. Good day.” 


He rald. 


man, feeling exceedingly un- 
a friend whom he should 
recommended to an 


asked the pa- 


for the 


specialist, “there’s no 
Just keep on with 
Christian 


“From Now On’’—‘A marshal was 
taking a couple of Negro prisoners to the 
Federal Prison in Atlanta,” said Captain 
L. P. Woodford, of Georgia. ‘The un- 


fortunates were from different towns and 
were strangers to each other until they 


had been rounded up by the minion of the 
l. : 


iaW. 


‘As they were traveling southward to 
begin their prison sentences they engaged 
in the following colloquy: 

“How long did the Judge send you down 
for? 

‘Three years.’ 

““How long you goin’ down fo’?’ 

“‘From now on.’”—IWashington Post. 

One Way Out—lIt was the day before 
their first ‘hop over,” and the regiment 
was drawn up in mass behind the lines to 
listen to a “few words” from the Colonel. He 





A teaspoonful of Abbott's Bitters with your Grape [Fruit 
Makes an ideal ; apectising tonic. Sample of bitters by mail 
26 cts. in stamps. C.W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Adv » 
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ROME! KE’ PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 

will send you all newspaper clip- 

pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may want to be 

“up-to-date.” Every newspaper and periodical! of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 


13th and Filbert 


HOTEL VENDIG {3h erin 


Most Popular in Philadelphia 
250 Rooms and Baths, $2.00 up 


Running ice water in every room. Excellent service in grill and cafe 
JAMES C. WALSH, Manager 











106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 











The best 


war-pictures, 


the most 
war-pictures, 


first 








in 


Leslie's 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 











at every news stand 
every week 





Leslie’s for June 14th ten cents 






















FAVORABLY KNOWN FOR YEARS WE PAY ALL PARCELS POST CHARGES 


Large Jumbo Peanuts, 65c pound; 35c half-pound. Almonds, $1.25 pound ; 70c half-pound. 
Mixed Nuts (attractive box of six different kinds—a great eating box), $1.00 pound; 60c half-pound. 


SEND TEN CENTS FOR GENEROUS SAMPLE BOX 
1369 Broadway 
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Keep Fit—for Your Country 


In this world crisis it is your duty, above everything 


else, to keep yourself in good condition. You can't 
serve your country in any capacity if you allow your 
health to run down. 

The Nujol treatment will make you a national asset— 
not a liability. Take a little Nujol upon rising and 
retiring and it will remove waste matters and poisons 
(inte -stinal toxins) from your system, and keep your 
habits regular as clock work. 

Nujol is not habit forming. (The longer you take it, the less you 
need it.) No griping, straining, upset stomach or weakening. 


Nujol is absolutely pure and harmless, and is pleasant to take. 
Even the infant will enjoy it, and it will do as much for him as 
it does for his mother. 


Nujol is sold in pint bottles only, bearing Nujol trademark, 
never in bulk. 


Nujol is absolutely distinctive and individual. There is no 
other product on the market like it. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


(New Jersey) 


Nujol 
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Please send me booklet on Nujol and ics uses. Wee your name and address plainly below, Dept.13 
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pointed out to them at some length the straight and narrow path 
wherein their duty lay, and after giving them the general direction of the 
road to glory, concluded with the lines: 


If we go forward we die. 
If we go backward we die. 
Better go forward and die. 


The awed silence which followed was broken by the languid voice of a 
Billjim in the rear. ‘‘ Yairs,”’ he drawled derisively, “‘a bloke’s best chance 
is to be a blinkin’ crab!”’—Sydney Bulletin 


It Sounds Ridiculous 
York: 

“When the Germans talk about protecting little nations, freeing the 
seas and championing international law, it sounded so ridiculous that it 
reminds me of the tramp. 

‘Lady,’ said a tramp to a farmer's wife, ‘ 
loan of a cake of soap?’ 

‘‘Soap?’ she said. ‘Do you mean to tell me you desire soap?’ 

‘‘Yas’m,’ said the tramp. ‘Me partner’s got the hiccoughs and I want 
to scare him.’”—Washington Star. 


Joseph H. Choate said, at a luncheon in New 


could you oblige me with the 


Oh, To Be a Gypsy. 
Oh, to be a gypsy, and drive a gypsy van 
Uphill and downhill, and be a gypsy man! 
Willow for your whipstock, clover in your hat, 
Nothing in your pocketbook at all—but what of 
that! 


Tin pans that rattle, tin pails that swing 
Uphill and downhill merrily they sing; 
Jingle and jangle, clashing out a tune, 
Making gypsy melody for a gypsy June! 


Uphill and downhill, a blossom in your mouth, 
Northward in summertime, winter in the South, 
Just a van to ward you from the heat or cold, 
No house to shelter you, no house to hold! 


Money is a burden, dollars are a care, 

But a gypsy wanders, wanders anywhere; 

Uphill and downhill, gypsy, let us roam, 

Ev’ry night a campfire, ev’ry night a home! 
Douglas Mallock, in the 


American Lumberman. 


Concerning the Loon—The loon is an aquatic fowl that seems to be 
especially built for submarine operations. 

It is thought the loon takes its name from its habit of giving utterance 
to weird, doleful sounds, as it wings its way across some lonely pond in 
the dusk of evening. Weird and doleful as are its notes, however, they are 
as sweet music compared with mournful vocalizing of some corner quartets. 

It is possible, also, that the loon deserves its name because it chooses 
to spend its days and nights in (or on, as the case may be) the bosom of some 
inconsequential body of water, far from human habitation. 

Just why the loon does not choose to mingle with human representatives 
of his species is not clearly known. The loon is a great fisher, which may be 
another reason for its name. Many humans are looney over fishing, but few 
of the human loons ever catch anything but a cold and blue blazes when they 
get home without any fish. 

The loon is something like a feathered U-boat, in that it can cut all 
kinds of capers under the water. It has the U-boat beaten in one respect. 
The loon can disappear under water before a bullet can reach it. The loon 
also has a periscope. It can swim along under the water with only the tip 
of its bill visible above the surface. The loons are of two genders, male 
and female. 

The female lays the eggs and tenderly cares for the young, 
males, as in the case of most humans, swell up and brag about it. 
A. Leedy in Youngstown Telegram. 
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Charles 


Flashlights 

The bees have a way of dealing with the drones. 
scarce they kick them out of the hive. 

The man who thinks he knows it all is always running into something 
that wasn’t in the book when he studied it. 

However, don’t imagine you’ve done your full duty to the Flag when 
you've bought one of those military spring overcoats for yourself. 

He also serves his country well this year who makes an unpreductive 
acre of land produce something. 

The sword and ploughshare are to fight side by side.—Eddie Guest 
in Detroit Free Press. 
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« | | The Licentious Court 
of the Borgias 





res 
be The value of this series, historically, may 
ew be judged when it is known that there are 
cy nearly ¢ ht hundred personage and places 
ill introduced, many identified with the most 
+ famous scenes in mediaeval and later history, 
yn while others take the reader off the main 
ip | thoroughfare among the by-paths of his- 
ile torical events. Brilliantly worked into a 
vivid picture of the Dark Ages are the vices 
he and crimes of that extraordinary family, the 
” Borgias, that furnished one Pope of Rome, 
and some of the blackest pages in history. 
Here we see the whole murderous, poisonous 
crew pictured with all the snap and vim which 
ts = only Dumas could put into subjects which 
interested him—Caesar, Rodrigo (Alexander 
ig VI), Francesco> and the beautiful and de- 
praved Lucrezia, with the intrigues and 
n debaucheries of the mediaeval papal court—- 
the murders, abductions, poisonings—drawn 
re | from the chronicles of eyewitnesses, those 
> halve accounts which, without embarrass 
st ment, call a spade a spade. 
& 
ANNI 
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Who Was He this lonely figure standing on the rampart of a castle on an island off 
the coast of France who personifies one of the greatest mysteries, one of the most inexplicable 
* crimes of historyP Why after over two hundred years does he still excite such intense interest 
and retain so strong a hold on the imaginationP Why does he always arouse a feeling of 


terror that will not down? 


unknown, by that 


publisher? 


Nothing in the Whole 
World Like Them 


“Great crimes have played so large a part 
in the world’s history that one cannot obtain 
a thorough knowledge of past times without 
the aid of such a book as this”—Says THE 
NEW YORK HERALD, recently reviewing 
THE CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- 
TORY. The lover of History is enraptured 
with the wealth of facts, from new authori- 
ties, brought to bear by Dumas upon the lite 
of the charming and beautiful but indiscreet 
and ill-fated Mary Stuart as Queen ot France 
and Scotland. Read the story of her amours, 
and of her barbarous imprisonment and mur- 
derous execution, which constitute one of 
the greatest crimes of history, told as Dumas 
alone can tell it. There is no other work like 
this. Nowhere else can you get so intimate 
a view of the men and women whose mis- 
deeds in every quarter of Europe, from Rus- 
sia to Spain, trom Turkey to Scotland, have 
contributed so much of tragedy to the ro- 
mantic portion of the history of the Old 
World. And every word is just as Dumas 
wrote it. None of the editions of Dumas con- 
tain these stories; and no set of Dumas is com- 
plete without then 


it the intrigues of the diplomat? 
circle of royalty love not wisely but too well? 

Read the story of the “Man in the Iron Mask, 
great weaver i 


ALEXANDRE DUMAS, in his 


The Celebrated Crimes of History 


Never Before Translated 


The millions of English readers and admirers of the works of Alexandre Dumas wil! hail 
with keen delight this, the first, and absolutely the only complete and unexpurgated ‘ranslation 
of Dumas’ LES CRIMES CELEBRES, now for the first time available at a price within the reach 
of all readers. Printed from the same plates as the Edition sold by the Publisher at $125.00 a set, 
which was eagerly snapped up by wealthy connoisseurs, the sm: all edition it is out privilege to 
offer our patrons has all the unusual features so much appreciated by lovers of books as works of 
art. The eight volumes are beautifully bound in cloth, stamped with emblematic design, as 
illustrated in cut below, with monogram in Gold Field. 
the paper all that could be desired. 
illustrations were made in Paris by M. Jacques 
Wagrez, and the specially designed Renaissance 
title pages are by Giraldon. 


What was his past? Was it the dissolute life of the courtier? Was 


Did some fair one within the hallowed 


Dumas’ Masterpiece THE 
CELEBRATED CRIMES OF HIS- 
TORY is considered by many in France 
as Dumas’ masterpiece. 
praise has been bestowed on it by 
Andrew Lang, Robert Louis Stevenson, 
and other competent judges among 
English litterateurs. Was it for reasons 
of state that the French so jealously 
guarded this treasure that over half a 
century had elapsed before it was given 
to the English reading world—and then 
through the enterprise of an American 


The highest 


Think of a fascin- 
ating new histor- 
ical series—of 
which only the 
highly privileged 
few among Eng- 
lish readers here- 
tofore had any 
knowledge—a 
series full of the 
human _ interest 
appeal, by your 
favorite author, 
vivacious, witty, 
ardent, brilliant, 
big-hearted Alex- 
andre Dumas, who 
gave you your first 
real taste for Euro- 





pean history while following the 
adventures of D’Artagnan and 
The Three Musketeers, < 
heroes and heroines in his other 
matchless romances! 
yours at a really nominal price! 


” giving facts hitherto 
irresistible 


The printing is large and clear, and 


The eight volumes are finished with Real Gold Tops... The 



































ANITANS 
es 
a .. 2 


oN SN 
Sa LT 


aVaser 


PSLASL 


~ ~ 


ON 


wt 


SEEING IS 
BELIEVING 


$1 


Is all you ne ed 
send now, with 
the coupon. 
But be sure to 
send to-day. 
We don't 
want to dis- 
appoint you, 
as so often 
happens to 
applicants for 
our limited 
offers who act 
too late, **To- 
day" doesn't 
mean next 
week or 
week follo 
ing. 
never forgive 
yourself if you 
let this oppor- 
tunity pass. 
We deliver 
the set, ex- 
press prepaid. 
Andwe refund 
your money if 
you're not 
satisfied. 



























BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION CO. 
1116 Brunswick Bidg., New York City 
Enclosed is $1.00, first payment on the 8 volume set of Dumas’ “‘Celebrated 
Crimes,”"’ to be shipped charges prepaid. I :gree to remit the full special price, 
of $1.00 (or more) per month following receipt of books. 
Otherwise I will within five days ask for instructions for their return, at your 
expense, my $1.00 to be refunded on their receipt. 


$13.0), at the rate 
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IS KNOWN THE 
WORLD OVER FOR 
ITS WONDERFUL 
FLAVOR AND STURDY 
STRENGTH-BVILDING 

QVALITIES 
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